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Letter from the Editor 


Happiness! 

AlL right, this is no bullshit. A man was mur- 
dered two days ago on the front steps of the 
house where my. band, Murder Band, prac- 
tices. No lic. The guy was shot four times 
and killed night there in front of our drummer 
Richie's house in the 9th Ward. He came 
home from work and there were cops and 
paramedics all over the street. They blocked 
him from getting into his door. Richie left me 
a phone message that said “Hey, Rob, this is 
Richie, I just found a dead guy on my stoop. 
Turn on the news. I got some pictures. We 
got new song inspiration.” Shit is FUCKED 
UP! The other thing that happened recently 
was I smoked a lot of cigarettes and chewed a 
shit-load of Jolt: gum. 


Rob Bryant 


Contact us! 


WTUL New Orleans, 91.5 FM 
Tulane University Center 
New Orleans, LA 70118-5555 
Office; (504) 865-5887 
Studio; (504) 865-5885 

www. wtul.fm 


Letter from the WTUL General Manager 


We're quickly approaching the sad day when we will 
be forced to: move out of the only home WTUL has 
ever known, the Tulane University Center. December 
will find WTUL relegated to the Saint’s old locker 
room, a delightfully hideous corrugated steel building 
inthe backwoods of Tulane. Oh the joy of itall. 
Which brings me to this month’s theme: Peace, Love, 


and Happiness. That old mantra of the Sixties. A crazy 


time when the US found itself engaged ina war 
halfway around the world with no clear end in sight. 


For the times they are. a changin’! Oh well, there’s still 


plenty to be happy about these days. For instance, the 
worse and worse commercial radio gets, the more and 
more listeners are finding their way to 91.5FM; anoth- 
er crop of apprentices (nearly 60 at least count) are 
providing a kick ass supply of DJs; and the Saints 
have apparently remembered that it’s better to have 
more points at the end of the game then their oppo- 


nents. Now if only I could get straight A’s, win the lot- 


tery, and figure out what the hell to do after I graduate, 


I'd be happy. Oh well, P'Il just have to settle for 


another issue of the Vox. Enjoy... 


Steve Miles 


WTUL New 
Orleans... 91.5 FM! 


Comments, QUESTIONS, CONCERNS, COMMENDATIONS, MUSINGS, OBSERVATIONS, RAMBLINGS, RUMBLINGS, 


AND REMARKS, MAY BE EMAILED TO VOX@WTUL.FM. 


Got a business? THEN THROW DOWN SOME CASH FOR AN advertisement IN THE VOX! THE KIDS READ 
THIS, AND THEN THEY GO BUY THE THINGS WE SAY ARE COOL. THINK ABOUT IT, AND WRITE VOX@WTUL.FM FOR 


MORE INFORMATION. 


Need advice about major life decisions? HAVING TROUBLE WITH YOUR SIGNIFICANT OTHER? 
WRITE VOX@WTUL.FM WITH YOUR PROBLEMS; WE CAN HELP! WE MIGHT ALSO RIDICULE YOUR PETTY PROBLEMS 


IN A PUBLIC FORUM. 


Did you think this magazine sucked? EMAm VOX@wTUL.FM AND LET US KNOW WHAT YOU DID AND 
DIDN’T LIKE. WE WELCOME CONSTRUCTIVE CRITICISM, HOWEVER DESTRUCTIVE CRITICISM WILL LIKELY GET YOUR 
E-MAIL ADDRESS SUBSCRIBED TO TONS OF SPAM FROM PORNOGRAPHY AND GENITAL ENLARGEMENT VENDORS. 
Want to write for the Vox? E-MAml VOX@WTUL.FM TO PITCH AN IDEA AND RECEIVE SUBMISSION 
GUIDELINES. PAYMENT FOR YOUR ARTICLES CONSISTS OF GRATITUDE AND FEELINGS OF ACCOMPLISHMENT. 
VOX@wtul.fm. THAT’s THE EMAIL ADDRESS FOR OUR MAGAZINE. VOX MEANS VOICE IN LATIN. 


(Disclaimer: WE RESERVE THE WRITE TO PUBLISH ANY MAIL SENT TO VOX@WTUL.FM) 

(Second Disclaimer: THE OPINIONS EXPRESSED IN THIS MAGAZINE DO NOT REPRESENT THOSE OF WIUL 
NEW ORLEANS, OR OF TULANE UNIVERSITY. REALLY, WE DON’T EVEN LIKE TULANE; WE JUST GO HERE. WE THINK 
THEY TAKE TOO MUCH OF OUR MONEY AND DIG ENTIRELY TOO MANY HOLES AROUND CAMPUS) 


Nick Lynton: 
‘ya Enamorado 


Lekki 
Roberts 


| Jeff Pasteorek | 
Myrna Enamorado _ 


_ Cassandra Burrows — 


Dennis Driscoll — 


THE VOX, 

Can you fire DJs? Your “Top 10 Space Rock Jams” 
article doesn’t even appropriately describe space rock— 
sounds more like a description of emo. I would rather 
have the Murder Band kill me. 


Send the fool back to school and/or make him listen to 
these songs: 


Pink Floyd — “Interstellar Overdrive” 

Faust — “Krautrock” 

Hawkwind — “Master of the Universe 

Amon Duul — “The Return of Ruebezahl” 
Some various Acid Mothers Temple and Can 


Thanks, 
Management 
P.S. You can’t fire me, I own you. 


“Management” -- Who the fuck ARE you, and why do 
you dis on my space rocker? You can lick my moon- 
sized nuts. You don't own shit. -- Rob 


DEAR VOX PEOPLE, 

Why doesn’t the guy that writes the “Out & About” 
section reveal his identity? Whoever it is, it’s obvious 
he’s intelligent, knowledgeable, and probably hand- 
some. 


Sincerely, 


Jackie 


Jackie -- This is the most transparent, 
contrived fan letter I’ve ever seen. His 
name is Nick Lynton and he’s a ball jock- 
ey. 


Vox, 

Why do my ears bleed when I read your 

™ magazine? Maybe it’s the cancer. 

= Thanks for the Harvey Pekar interview, 
by the way. 


Yours truly, 
A.C. Slater 


A.C. -- You’re not A.C. Slater! A.C. 
Slater hosts a canine game show on 
Animal Planet! 


EDITOR: 

My hopes for the future of WTUL: Rob Bryant will get 
taller, CasBur’s cartoons will make sense, What’s 
Hot/What’s Not will be funny, and everything will not 
have to have an exclamation point after it. 

Take it to Heart, 

Gerhard Bertrand! 


G.B. -- 5’8” is the AVERAGE hieght. -- Rob 
E-mail your comments to 
vox@wtul.fm or use the address 


Submit to the Vox! 


The vox accepts articles, 
comics, drawings, photos, 
etc. all the time! We accept 


submissions from the 
loftiest of gurus down to 
the lowliest of scab- 
collectors. 


E-mail or write us. 
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Cooking With... 


At last, a unifying field theory has been discovered and proven. For decades, scientists and laymen alike have 
searched in vain for a link between relativity and quantum mechanics. And now local rock band Black Mountain has, 
by accident, uncovered the secret that links everything together. The group says that they can’t disclose the exact 
formula until the patents are in place, but they do mention that it involves two electric bass guitars, drums, and 
something called “buck dancing.” The band members — Brooke Lamm, Steve Thomas, and Jonathan Seder — are 
admittedly not scientists, but say that they are what they call “bottomologists.” A source close to the band says that 


for months prior to the discovery the group had been on a special diet consisting of oatmeal, rice and bull testicles, 
rumored to expand the brain’s capacity to cross-reference information and rock. 


“aka: calf fries-- sheep or turkey testicles may be used also. 
** pure hog lard is the best, but a mixture of 60% peanut oil and 
40% vegetable oil will do 


With a very sharp knife, split the tough skin-like muscle that 
surrounds each “oyster.” Remove the skin. Set “oysters” into a pan 
with enough salt water to cover them for one hour (this takes out 
some of the blood). Drain. Transfer “oysters” to large pot. Add BLACK MOUNTAIN IN THEIR NATURAL HABITAT 
enough water to float “oysters” and a generous tablespoon of vine- 
gar. Parboil, drain and rinse. Let cool and slice each “oyster” into 1/4 inch thick ovals. Sprinkle salt and pepper on 
both sides of sliced “oyster” to taste. 

Mix flour, cornmeal and some garlic powder to taste in a bowl. Roll each “oyster” slice into this dry mixture. Dip 
into milk. Dip into dry mixture. Dip into wine quicky (you may repeat the procedure if a thicker crust is desired). Place 
each “oyster” into hot cooking oil. 

Add Louisiana Hot Sauce to cooking oil (go wild with it, buy watch out for repercussions — hot splashes). Cook 
until golden brown or tender, and remove with a wire mesh strainer (the longer they cook, the tougher they get). 

Serve in a cardboard beer cartons that four six packs come in, layered with paper towels. Eat ‘em, don’t wait for 


nothin’! Chase with beer. 
Sstice ) io 
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HOW TO SHOW YOUR LOVE IN THIS MODERN WORLD 


ook, folks, we entered the new mil- 
lennium almost four years ago, 
don’t you think it’s time to stop 
pretending that the ideals of the 
sixties are still alive? Jerry Garcia 
is dead, ok? DEAD. And if you 
think that the world would be a better place if all 
jobs and schools gave a weed break at 4:20 
instead of 
a lunch 
break at 
12:00, 
you better 
wake up 
and smell 
the 
napalm. 
Here’s 
how to 
show 
your love 
in the real 
world. 


Bomb a destitute Middle Eastern country. 
What could be a more loving gesture to suffering 
people than to kill or maim all their family mem- 
bers, steal their oil and sell it back to them? I 
mean, come on, we need oil, they need new cul- 
tural values, everyone wins. Don’t you think 
everyone should experience the joy of driving an 
SUV and wearing designer jeans? 


Grope a woman. Grab her boobs, her ass, it 
doesn’t matter, anything that you want to touch is 
yours for the taking. Hell, ask her some embar- 
rassing questions about her sexual life. See how 
her face turns red? She’s blushing because you’re 
making her feel special. Sexual harassment is a 
term ugly women who aren’t being groped made 
up because they’re jealous. But a beautiful 
woman will recognize your appreciation for her 
body. You’re married? So what, do it anyway. 
Maria Shriver doesn’t mind it when Arnold goes 
a-pinching. And she’s a Kennedy. 


8 the Vox 


Give your children lots and lots of money/gifts. 
Sure, the “specialists” say that kids need “parental 
guidance” to become emotionally healthy adults, 
but is that what made you cool in high school? 
Yeah, I thought not. Nowadays kids need to have 
th the latest cell phone, computer, car, makeup, 
hair gel, synthetic drugs (prescription and recre- 
ational), sunglasses, Gucci, Prada, Tommy, Polo, 
A&F, A&E, S&H&I&T to survive the digestive 
tract of 
society. 
Oh yeah, 
and send 
them to a 
really 
expensive 
college. 


Start 
becoming 
a regular 
customer 
of prosti- 
tutes. 
Even if you’re not a man. Even if you don’t have 
genitals. Because they need to make a living, too. 


Yours with Love, 
Phee-Phee C. 


TEE-EVA.NET 


World-Famous Pies and 
Pralines 


4430 Magazine Street 
N.O. LA 70115 
504-899-8350 


A Vox Exclusive! 
Song Titles from 
Anal Cunt’s 
Upcoming Album 
By Gretchen Cunt 


Your Bike Got Stolen 
You Live in Chalmette 
Your Friends are Mod 
You Drink Light Beer 
You Wear Hammer Pants 
Skateboarding’s Gay 

You Go to Grad School 
Veganism’s Gay 

You Have One Parent 
You’re in the Yearbook 
Literacy’s Gay 

You Go to a Salon 
Your Cousin is Ralph Nader 


Your Best Friend is Tall 

You’re on Birth Control 

Your Mom ’s an Alcoholic 

College Radio’s Gay 

You Speak Spanish 

You Smoke American Spirits 

Architecture’s Gay 

You Have a Tan 

Bela Lugosi’s Gay 

You Collect Things 

You Read Sci-Fi 

You Own Pets 

You Tip Bartenders 

Tight Pants are Gay 

You Have a Livejournal 

Minorities are Gay 

You Have a Boyfriend 

Your Favorite Band is 
Mexico 1910 (You’re 
Gay) || 
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that area with 
plastic and 
string or tying 
a marble into 
the cloth to get 
a circle pat- 
tern. 


Dye 
After the cloth 
is tied up you are ready 
for some color. I come 
from a long line of 
dyers whose textile 
vocations could be 
wordlessly identified 
by their blue/green 
stained hands. Wear ‘ 
gloves if you want or 
adopt the tinted mark 
of a true tie-dye fanatic. 
Start with 3 cups of 
HOT tap water (about 
100-110°F). Dissolve 3 
tablespoons of salt and 
1 teaspoon of dye. 
Submerge cloth and 
stir, poke and agitate so 
that it absorbs the dye. 
After a minute or so 
add mixture of 1 table- 
spoon of washing soda dissolved in 1 cup of HOT 
water. Stir. If at all possible, keep the container warm 
in a hot water bath. Keep the cloth submerged all the 
way or up to the point where you want to the dye to go 
for an hour or longer. When the dye is absorbed keep 
the cloth tied up and rinse with cold water several times 
and then rinse with hot water. Soak the tied cloth in 
hot soapy (dish soap works well) watér for 10 minutes 
and rinse again. At this point, you may want to dye the 
cloth again using a different color on some other area 
of the cloth. If you are done dyeing untie and rinse 
with cold water. Soak in fresh hot soapy water for 
another 10 minutes and do a final rinse. After all that 
rinsing the water should run clear and you should have 
a beautiful tie dyed creation! 
Bleaching or Reverse Dying 
If you want the randomness and style of a tie- 
dye but you don’t want to spend money on 
supplies or you hate colors try bleaching the 
cloth. Any kind of fabric might work but you 
should do a test square to see how long it 
takes for the color to change and if it changes 
at all. Tie the cloth as indicated above or any 


way you like and submerge in bleach and 
water mixture. When you see the cloth fade, 
remove it and rinse with water, untie and rinse 
again. You should also rinse with antichlor or 
vinegar in order to neutralize and stop the 
bleaching action. 


Also... How to Dye Paper 
Absorbent paper such as coffee filters and 
paper towels or tissue can be dyed easily with 
a dilute mixture of Procion dye and water. 
Fold paper (you can tie it too if you are care- 
ful) and dip in various colors or use an eye- 
dropper to distribute the dye. Makes great 
gift-wrap and window decorations! 
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A Love Song for 
the Ages... 


Reflections upon “Some 


Velvet Morning” 
By Angela Roberts 


ile this article attempts to scrape 
away at the mystery that is “Some 
Velvet Morning,” Lee Hazelwood 
and Nancy Sinatra’s chart-topping 
duet from 1967, it by no means 
meant to be taken as the final word 
on the subject. 

My fascination with the Hazelwood-Sinatra duet 
began when I was at the beginning 
of my tiber-goth phase at the age 
of 14 in 1995. I remember the 
compilation was some hortble, 
generic goth comp with a 
Photoshopped dayglo purple 
photo of Nosferatu on it. Buried 
among the Gene Loves Jezebel 
and Sex Gang Children was Lydia 
Lunch’s cover of the Hazelwood 
tune. Lunch’s version foregoes the 
duet in favor of a single voice act- 
ing both parts, she does opt to 
keep what I will call the Phaedra 
and Lee instrumental themes, which 
will be elaborated upon later. From that moment on I 
was totally enamored with the song, and the weird lyri- 
cal psychedelic world that exists within it. 

Structurally, the song is a kind of confused non-lin- 
ear hangover narrative. Two parts collide: that of the 
washed-out heroin-using tough cowboy and his ever- 
elusive object of erotic devotion. A bit like Keats’ “La 
Belle Dame Sans Merci,” but if Keats were a hash- 
smoking 70s man with a moustache and mermaid tattoo 
instead of a delicate, dead English man with a fear of 
drafts. The song starts out with a whiny, sentimental 
dinner hour string swell and then abruptly segues into 
Lee’s theme, which is full of doom and country ram- 
bling, which in turn rapidly shifts to Phaedra’s theme, 
which appears to be carousel music. The abrupt shifts 
between country/cowboy movie music and carousel 
themes continue throughout the song without any expo- 


sition or elaboration. It’s pretty much two loops that 
have nothing to do with each other musically repeated 
and then edited into each other in a sort of musical car 
crash. 

As if that wasn’t enough to confound a listener, 
Lee Hazelwood lays down some obscure lyrics that 
both fascinate and titillate: 


Lee: (in a doomed vagabond voice) 
Some velvet morning when I’m straight. 
I’m gonna open up your gate. 
And maybe tell you “bout Phaedra 
and how she gave me life 
and how she made it end. 
Some velvet morning when I’m 
straight. 


Phaedra: (sing-songy six year old girl 
voice) 

Flowers growing on the hill. 
Dragonflies and daffodils. 

Learn from us very much. 

Look at us but do not touch. 

Phaedra is my name. 

(repeat 4x) 


For me, as a listener, it is never clear 
what happens between the two voices. One can assume 
that Lee is speaking from beyond the grave about his 
life-ending erotic experience with Phaedra. I find it par- 
ticularly interesting that neither of the voices refer to 
each other directly in a fashion typical to duets. Rather, 
Lee engages the listener and invites the listener to hear 
what may amount to a cautionary anecdote, but at the 
same time never actually tells us what the hell went on, 
or who he is. Phaedra appears to be singing to herself. 

Personally, I like to think that the song is the story 
of the seduction of an alcoholic cowboy by a soul-steal- 
ing succubus as told by the cowboy’s forgetful still- 
alcoholic ghost. And drug use fits in there somehow, 
too. 
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[Girl 1: Omigod can you 

|believe those foreigners like didn’t call us back? 
|Girl 2: Yeah, I know, they totally dissed us. I mean, 
we were so nice to them. 

Mom: What’s dissed? 

Girl 1: It means they didn’t call us back. I mean, we 
were so nice to them. They’re foreign. 

Girl 2: Yeah, you’d think that since they were foreign 
they would want to hang out with some Americans. 


iwith other foreigners. It’s totally weird. 
Girl 2: I just don’t understand. We gave them our 
numbers and told them to call us. They said they 
would. And they weren’t even that cute. 


Guy: Hey, you wanna go to a movie sometime? 
|Girl: No, I don’t really like movies 

|Guy: You don’t like movies? How about dinner? Can I 
take you out to dinner? 

Girl: No, I don’t really like restaurants. Actually I 
don’t really like eating all that much. 

Guy: What about a walk in the park or something? 
You must like parks. 

Girl: No, not really. I don’t really like being outside. 
Guy: Don’t like being outside? 

Girl: No. And I hate walking. 

!Guy: So you won’t go out on a date with me? 

Girl: No. I don’t like dating. 


Guy on cellphone: Hey do you want to buy Phish tick- 
ets for their show in Miami? No? 

Guy calls new person: Hey, I have Phish tickets for 
their upcoming show in Miami. Are you interested? 
No? 


Guy turns to person at adjoining table: What hap- 
pened? I mean, I have these great tickets for the Phish 
show and no one’s buying them. 
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|Girl 1: Yeah, it’s like foreigners just want to hang out | 


Girl 1: Hey did you go to the UC yesterday? 

Girl 2: Yeah 

Girl 1: Was anybody there? 

Girl 2: No. Not really. Just Kristi, Jessie, Jamie, Scott, 
Liz, Tony, Samantha, Tiffany, and Greg. 

Girl 1: Oh. (Pause). I don’t know. The UC is 
just...so...intense. 

Girl 2: Intense? 

Girl: Yeah, I don’t know, there’s just so many people 
there. It’s just so intense. 


Girl to Dad over cell phone: Daddy, I went over to the 
computer center and you know what? They wouldn’t 
let me buy a new computer on accounts receivable. 
Can you believe they did that to me? The guy said it 
was because people like me try to spend all their 
daddy’s money to buy things like computers. 
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Frankfurt 
Munich 
| Rome 
| Zurich 
Amsterdam $435 
Brussels $449 
Prague $570 


504-865-5673 


University Center 
Tulane University 


- www.statravel.com BYEVTRAVEL 


ONLINE >> ON THE PHONE > ON CAMPUS >> ON THE STREET 
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Hoooooookah sippin’ _ “iss Cass 


I find myself in constant search of some smoke-shroud haven, some dank corner where I can chill, relax, and escape the everyday madness. 
Recently I found The Hookah Café on Decatur, a smoking lounge complete with Turkish hookahs and comfortable spaces. You can take a toke of their 
sensuous tobaccos: cherry, apple, pineapple, and their tropical fruit of the day. My damies and I tried out the Sweet Melon, which we loved. The smoke 
was cool, flavorful... but not intense. We took our time and smoked a few, sat around on pillows and talked, listening to an impromptu drum circle play- 
ing a table over. The Café also serves Turkish coffee, cappuccino, as well as Arabic tea. And you can bring your own cocktails. What’s not to dig? 
Owner Guy Birman also sells hookahs to take home with you, as well as glass pieces and waterpipes. I even spied an alternative sex shop in the back. 
Smoking from hookahs and sex toys seem to go hand in hand, and I both gave me much pleasure. The Hookah Café hosts a variety of music and dance 
throughout the weekend. On Fridays from 11-12 PM, Kartlito & G perform acoustic drum, guitar, and spoken word. Saturday night hosts local belly 
dancers, such as Claudia Copeland starting at 8. Weekly Drum Circles, Sundays at 10. 


Promote peace love, toooookes.. and pass to the left... 
The Hookah Café, A Smoking Lounge 1132 Decatur St. Open Late. 


HELL on WHEELS 


I make it no secret that I am part of a very dangerous, very highly organized bike gang, the Playbois. Everyone knows that at the heart of a fierce 
‘bike gang is a good bike. And it’s not good enough just to get a fly cruiser: you need streamers, noisemakers, spoke covers, and other miscellaneous 
accessories to make your bike as raucous as it can possibly be. And you also need to keep that bike in top shape for all your nightly rides and daytime 
adventures, which is why you absolutely cannot live without the Marigny Bike Project, the only place for a D.I.Yer’s bike needs. 


My precious bike, Playmama, was acting a little cranky so I trucked down to Ark, which hosts the Bike Project, to get some work done and get the 
scoop on what started this local phenomenon. It was a busy Saturday in the workroom. Bikes of varying stages of completion being tinkered with, walls 
of tools and tires, bike frames and rims. I caught up with Yoni Mazuz, one of the directors of the project. The Bike Project, Plan B as it’s referred to, was 
started over two and half years ago as the usage of bikes in the city began to skyrocket. The idea is the give accessibility to the tools and education to fix 
your own bike, without anyone else having to do it for you. Although there are always volunteers on hand, the Bike Project is really do-it-yourself. The 
experts show you where to get the tools, and walk you through the process, but you do the work. One of the volunteers walked me through my tune up. I 
adjusted by brake pressure, tightened and oiled the chain, adjusted the gears, and raised the seat. And I did it all on my own, for free, and in the process 
learned a lot about how bikes work and how to fix them. The Bike Project also has all the necessities to build a bike from scratch for a mere 25 bucks 
and up, Don’t feel like becoming a bike pro? Plan B also builds bikes for sale, ranging from $45-$75. Just need a few odds and ends to get your bike 
running again? They carry the full range of parts and accessories from $2-$10. The Bike Project’s only income comes from these sales and donations. 
They buy the new parts as necessary, but most are donated or found. The Bike Project is truly run for and by the community. It is a wonderful education- 
al outreach program to get the city more involved in bike use, and to heighten the awareness of biking around New Orleans. Bikes kick ass. Go, support 
your local D.I.Y. community, and learn something while looking too cool for words. 

Marigny Bike Project Plan B, Located in The Ark, 511 Marigny Street 


Mondays 4-8, Thursdays 2-6, Saturdays 4-8 : The Beauty in a Life Without 
Eye on Canal Place Movies... By David Stephen Bryan 


As I stare at my monitor, I find myself at a loss to describe Isabel Coixet’s new film, “My Life without Me.” It’s not because there isn’t plenty to 
admire about this film. It’s because all of its components--acting, screenplay, direction--are so fine and understated that they do their work without call- 
ing attention to themselves. The satisfaction in watching this film lies not in focusing on its details but in their gradual accumulation. 

“My Life without Me” tells the story of Ann (Sarah Polley), a young wife and mother, who is diagnosed with a fatal case of cancer and given 
months to live. Facing this fate, Ann decides to forego further treatment and keep her illness a secret. Her only reaction to the illness is the composition 
of a list of things she wants to accomplish before she dies, a list which provides the film’s structure. 

_ Immediately, this film seems to occupy the same emotional territory as “American Beauty,” exploring the choices one makes when re-awakening to 
life. Fortunately, Coixet’s exploration compliments Sam Mendes’ work without rehashing it. For while Kevin Spacey’s Lester Burnham emerged from 
the numbness of suburban privilege, Ann must contend with a penury that threatens to wring any joy out of being alive. The opening scene sums it up, 
establishing Ann at work, cleaning a university in the middle of a cold, dark night. (Ironically, she is trying to learn and better herself, listening to for- 
eign language tapes.) After her diagnosis, Ann seeks out life’s pleasures, most notably with Lee, rendered in a particularly subtle performance by Mark 
Ruffalo. However her enjoyment of life never veers into the self-indulgent hedonism that found Lester Burnham. (Interestingly, though, the roles of sex 
and death have reciprocal relationships in the two films.) The flights of fancy in Ann’s last days are balanced by her deliberate concern with her family’s 
well-being. Given her economic circumstances, this more grounded approach to re-engaging life fits, demonstrating how money affects how we live 
even when faced with death. Differences in economics seem to inform the productions themselves. While Dreamworks’ “American Beauty,” summoned 
up something grand and metaphysical, Coixet’s indie offers an exercise in the personal and existential. Yet in terms of craft, “My Life without Me” 
delivers on its promise every bit as well as the 1999 Oscar winner. 

In the final scene between Ann and her husband Don (Scott Speedman), I wondered how his behavior would change if he knew Ann was dying. 
And then I got it; we all face Don’s predicament. Experiences accumulate: personal failings, indulgent pleasures, inevitable sorrows. Then, whether 
we’re ready or not, they end, and their totality gets called a life. Isabel Coixet has offered us a glimpse of a life well worth incorporating into ours. 

Also, hats of to the New Orleans Media Experience and its Canal Street Projection Project, which projected films against downtown’s high rises 
from October 25 through November 1. On opening night, I sat outside Canal Place watching silent films and documentaries, and it was a sight to behold. 
However, for the first night, they would have done well to screen more contemporary or experimental pieces. (And the image on the Doubletree Hotel 
was oddly contorted.) Nevertheless, it was a worthwhile experiment, one well worth seeing next year if repeated. Like all successful public art, it makes 
you see a familiar space differently. Watch for “My Life Without Me” this month at Landmark Cinemas. 

the Vox 13 


Ca sbur’s quick 
guide to tie-dye 


OKAY, KIDDIES, SO YOU MAY HAVE 


heard some nasty talk about tie-dye from those 
who like to wear black and smoke thin cigarettes, 
but that’s just a bunch of angry hipster bullshit. 
Colors make mé happy and making things makes 
me happy. Tie Dye is easy and fun and it doesn’t 
necessarily mean that I ride the psychedelic sail- 
boat. It will make you look way more interest- 
ing then that guy with the male-camel-toe-tight 
jeans and plain white t-shirt he bought at the 
mall. These easy instructions should help you 
make some great DIY. tie-dye. 


Gather Supplies 
It will take a small initial investment, but 
the colorful results should be well worth 
it. The best dye to use for cottons in 
Procion dye. You can order it from sev- 
eral different companies. You might try 
EarthGuild (800-327-8448), Prochemical 
and Dye (www.prochemical.com), or 
search the Internet for Procion dye sup- 
pliers. A jar of dye will probably cost 
around $3 to $4. You will also need 
washing soda, which can be purchased 
from the dye suppliers or possibly ata 
grocery store. Be careful not to buy any 
soda labeled “whitening” or “brighten- 
ing” because they will dull the colors. 


Also needed: cotton or silk fabric, sturdy 

string, rubber bands, salt (nermal table 

variety 1s fine), measuring spoons. plastic 

containers for soaking the cloth large » 

plastic cup perhaps) and rinsing (dish 
pan) and a large spoon, If you want a’ 
cheap alternative see Bleaching section 
below. 

Fold and Tie 
Use either 100% cotton cloth or silk— 
mixed fabrics don’t tend to take dye as 
‘easily. Special dye exists for silk but 
Procion should work fine. A) First fold 
the cloth somewhat symmetricaily. B) 
Tie off 3-4 larger sections of the cloth 
with sturdy string or rubber bands. Do 
so fairly tightly so that you get/a decent 
amount of white left in the cloth. Don’t 
tie excessively tightly or there might ‘be 
too much white, C) Once major areas are 
tied off I suggest going back and winding 
more string around to create more detail, 
This can be done after the cloth is dyed 
once and rinsed or before it is dyed. 
Once again you don’t want/to tie too 
tightly, be able to move the string a little 
but not get your finger under it. You 
may want to alternate between tight ties 
and not so tight ties in order to get a var- 
ted pattern.’ D) Separate different sec- 
tions to be dyed different colors with 
plasti¢e, bagsand rubber bands. Don’t be 


Marble Inside 
we Tightly 


The “Fold and Tie” 


Cheap Eats 


Aight suckas. Rob asked me to do an article on cheap food in and around NOLA. 
Knowing this is an epic task, I enlisted the aid of one of my best cheap food eater / 
finder Furious. Furious, like moi Tickelbutt, is always looking for cheap and tasty 
foods. Here’s a quick background. 


_Ungh! The most important meal of the day! Breakfast. 


2100 Florida market in the boonies of the gth ward. $1Breakfast. 
William’s corner supermarket. $3 Breakfast. Zulu Warrior! 
Corner store @ River Rd. & Oak. $2 Breakfast + NUTRIA! 


K fools! Here are some fine dining establishments for the rest of your day. 


“Mama’s Tasty Foods” on Louisiana x Carondolet. Try the Skinless Chicken Delight, 
Chicken Stew on a Bun, and the Rainbow Trout P-Boy. Furious says “I ate their food 
almost everyday for 6 months. Look at me now! Fuck Jared!” 

“Children’s Hospital Cafeteria” Way at the end of Tchopitoulas by the Zoo. Shit is 
cheap and good and the cashiers rawk! “I work there, come see me, I'll give ya a bal- 
anced meal for $3. It’s good. Try the Shepherd’s Pie.” The pie rawks too. Check their 
website for menu updates. 

“Danny’s #2” On Magazine and Bordeaux. Get the Fried and Smothered Pork-Chop 
Po-Boy. Go check out Rocks Off record shop. They are nice there and it’s a block 
away. 

“Dora’s Groceries” on St. Claude 9th ward. Lunch Meat Po’ Boys for that ass only 
$2.50 w/ a Big Shot. Tell em’ Cyril sent ya’! 

“Big Heads Cornerstore” on Dante St. Turkey Neck + 6 pak Schlits Tall Boys + Tums + 
Red hots = EAT THAT SHIT. Only $5. 

“King Rogers Seafood & Deli” On St. Claude X North Rampart. Live Snapping Turtle 
Soup, coon, hot sausage, squirrel. Aight! 

“We Never Close” Chef HWY + Reed BLVD. The best of the east. In a McDonalds 
exoskeleton w/ a possum parade @ 6 am every morning. 

“DOROTHY ROSS SOUL FOOD KITCHEN” Five Stars! Zagat Rated. 


Pa cet al Ee cirantht Me i al See MUI Wd gue Mi 
FREE FOOD | 


The only thing better than cheap food is free food. Don’t complain or be a bitch about 
the portions or taste...It’s free! 


in front of St. Louis Cathedral. Tuesdays 7:00 
Flood wall @ N. Peters x Elysian fields 
Hari Krishna Temple in Midcity. Sundays 6:00 


— Furious + Tickelbutt 


23 Questions for 
Glen Baxter 


Delivered with style 
by Duncan Edwards 


Only a fool would bandy words with a world- 
renowned wit capable of being funny in several lan- 
guages. Sure enough one emerged, in the shape of 
Duncan Edwards, to tiptoe twenty-three times onto 
the absurdly familiar terrain of the pencil-and-cray- 
on-wielding master, Glen Baxter. As you scan this 
quest for answers about cartoons, Camus and 
cheese, please remember: humor is a funny thing. 
Glen Baxter is the “dangerously stable” creator of 
more than 20 books and a range of calendars, litho- 
graphs, postcards and plates available through his 
website at www.glenbaxter.com and at all good book- 
stores. His work has been exhibited in major cities 
worldwide. WARNING: Mr. Baxter's work is 
applauded in France and one of the illustrations 
contained in this article is in French. Advocates of 
“freedom fries” LOOK AWAY NOW! 


DE: Accurate description of your art is redundant, 
but I’m sure critics try. Which adjective used in ref- 


erence to your work do you consider to be the most 
overused? 
GB: Very 


DE: When you realized I was in New Orleans, you 
immediately mentioned Professor Longhair. Care to 
explicate? 

GB: I just love the New Orleans piano styles espe- 
cially Professor Longhair and Fats Domino. Beyond 
New Orleans I have some treasured vinyl by Alton 
Joseph & the Jokers. 


DE: I assume you do your own drawings and words. 
Which usually comes first? 
GB: It’s kind of a blur, actually. 


DE: What are your favorite cheeses? Limit 9, please. 
GB: Parigiani, Stilton, Cantal, Boerenkaas. 


DE: Your work is as instantly recognizable as the 
voice of Mark E. Smith or the paintings of Mark 
Rothko. Have you ever thought of changing your 
name to Mark, and do you ever feel imprisoned by 
the focus 

of your creativity? 

GB: Yes, I think about changing my name to Mark 
about five or six times a day, but usually a double 
espresso brings me to my senses just in time. 


DE: What other jobs have you done and when did 
you last have some Old Peculiar? 

GB: I was a teacher at a couple of London schools 
before teaching children at the Victoria and Albert 
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Glen Baxter 


IT WAS AN OFFER SHE 
DARE Nor Reruse 


Museum and students at Goldsmiths College of Art. I 
retired in 1986 after a collision with a tumbler of 
Old Peculiar and a slightly charred SNOOD. 


DE: Who or what amuses you, and when? 

GB: I love the films of Christopher Guest, such as 
Best In Show and Waiting For Guffman— which is a 
masterpiece, actually. I eagerly await a chance to see 
A Mighty Wind. 


DE: I know that like many brilliant, creative people 
you probably listen to WTUL every waking moment. 
Have you ever visited New Orleans? 

GB: My tragedy is that I have NEVER visited New 
Orleans but I still live in hope of a major retrospec- 
tive there. 


DE: Where do you most enjoy living and why? 
GB: I most enjoy living on Planet Earth as the alter- 
native has no real appeal. 


DE: Vivian Stanshall & the Bonzos and Monty 
Python are inescapably “English,” yet they both did 
well abroad. Is your work “English,” and what 
makes art transcend culture to gain universal appeal? 
GB: Being English is surely enough to transcend 
anything the world can, and often does, throw at 
us... seem to have let this question get away but the 
answer is probably Legs Diamond. 
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DE: Where does your talent come from, where and 
when does inspiration strike, and is it painful? 

GB: My talent comes from a small import/export 
outlet in the Cayman Islands and I am eternally 
grateful to FedEx. 


DE: Describe your childhood. 

GB: My childhood in the North of England could be 
summed up thusly: we asked for Little Richard, and 
they gave us Pat Boone. 


DE: Which is the most scandalous of your beliefs or 
actions? 

GB: I worship at a small india-rubber shrine of Hank 
Williams on a twice-daily basis. 


DE: Do you draw by hand and crayon, or is all-digi- 
tal these days? 

GB: It’s all done by hand, oh, and by the inadvertent 
elbow. 


DE: You’re an artist, you don’t look back, but if you 
did what would you see? 
GB: Bob Dylan glowering at me. 


WE QUICKLY ADAPTED OUR LIFESTYLE 
TO THE DEMANDS OF THE BIG CITY 


DE: Apologies for the possible alliteration, but 
which artist, author and architect would you most 
like to champion? 

GB: Favorite poet is Ron Padgett. Favorite artist is 


Joseph Cornell. Favorite architect is Facteur Cheval. 


DE: I don’t really detect cruelty in a work. Are 
some subjects taboo? 

GB: I can only draw things I find interesting and 
cruelty is invariably boring don’t you think? 


DE: Camus said that “a man’s work is nothing but 
this slow trek to discover through the detours of art, 
those two or three great and simple images in whose 
presence his heart first opened.” Does that make any 
sense? 

GB: I love Camus. I have all her albums — my 
favorite being the duets with Tammy Wynette. 


DE: In the future what will you be doing? 

GB: I see exhibitions looming in France and San 
Francisco. Pomegranate in California will publish 
The Unhinged World of Glen Baxter: Volume 2 very 
soon, together with the totally splendid 2004 
Calender plus Christmas cards and assorted items of 
Baxteriana, which are listed online at www.glenbax- 
ter.com. Laissez les bon temps roulez, as they say 


down at Cheltenham Ladies College. 


DE: If you were king for a day, what would you 
enact or rescind? 

GB: If I were king for a day, or better yet, The Lord 
of Misrule, I would fly immediately to New Orleans 
with a team of Morris Men and organize a 24-hour 
boudin festival. 


DE: Cricket? 

GB: I have done a cricket dinner plate for Richard 
Dennis which I think is on the website and also a 
lithograph from 1984. 


DE: Your characters, like my favorite Old Bretforth, 
occasionally hold up signs to communicate. Do you 
have an irrational fear of speech bubbles? 

GB: As a child I had a stammer and so the anguish 
of communication is very real for me. 


DE: What did I forget to ask? 


GB: You forgot to ask about my obsession with the 
words “snood” and “tofu.” 


All artwork courtesy of... Glen Baxter!!!! 


pig x WAS THE FOURTH TIME THAT DADDY HAD 
FALLEN FOR THE EXPLODING FORK ROUTINE... 
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Cooking With... , 
Anthony Turducken! 


The Vox usually has one recipe per issue, but since Thanksgiving is 
right around the corner, we thought we'd let you in on a special 
Louisiana concoction that’s just right for the season. The man 
behind Turducken Productions took a minute off from his busy show- 
organizing duties to let us in on some culinary wisdom... 


November means Thanksgiving. Thanksgiving in New 
Orleans means either deep fried turkey or a TUR- 
DUCKEN. 


For the uninitiated, a TURDUCKEN is boneless 
TURkey, stuffed with a boneless DUCK, stuffed with a 
boneless chicKEN, and with layers of different dress- 
ings (often oyster or andouille) in between. Juicy and 
satisfying, it is a mighty treat for a carnivore, plus it 
feeds about 25 people if you have the side fixins to 
accompany it. 


So do you have the urge to play butcher and create 
your own TURDUCKEN? 


Well, if you really want to debone three different birds, 
then go for-it! The total length of time for the entire 
process will -be two days. You’ll need a day to debone 
then you'll need the second day to bake it for at least 8 
hours and -to.let it rest for an hour. 


Extremely detailed directions can be found of Paul 
Prudhomme’s webpage at www.chefpaul.com/turduck- 
en.html, as they’re much too long to print here. 
Prudhomme was not the originator of TURDUCKEN 
but one of the first chefs to make it popular. The recipe 
on his webpage is from 1985. 


And if you are not up to the challenge of creating a 
TURDUCKEN from scratch, jump across the river and 
’ head over to the Gourmet Butcher Block on the 
Westbank to get one pre-made. Just stick it in the oven 
for several hours and kick back. 


I stopped eating poultry, beef, and pork, so now I 
search for vegetarian options to a TURDUCKEN. One 
alternative is tofurkey, which I had one Thanksgiving. 
From the name, you would think it is made from tofu, 
but I think it was made from wheat gluten. It turned out 
a bit unmoist and untasty. Another alternative would be 
to create a vegetable version of a TURDUCKEN — 
maybe a pumpkin stuffed with bell pepper stuffed with 
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an onion or maybe an eggplant stuffed with a zuccinni 
stuffed with a carrot. I haven’t tried these combinations, 
but they sound rather promising. 


So why did I pick TURDUCKEN as a name for a 
record label and production company? Well, TUR- 
DUCKEN represents a very eclectic Louisiana creation 
- several kinds of fowl and a couple kinds of dressing 
to make one fine taste. Turducken Recordings, which 
started in 1995, has a pretty eclectic array of releases 
from noise to garage to post rock to electronica to surf 
to indie rock to whatever. The label is in hibernation for 
now, and there have been no releases in a while. 
Turducken Productions puts on live shows since 1993 
(officially as Turducken Productions since 1999) with a 
similar eclectic array of styles. 


I wonder how many folks unknowingly go to my web- 
page— www.turducken.net— looking to purchase a 
tasty turducken?! 


Can you handle the wrath of this birdly creation? 
Photo courtesy of www.chefpaul.com 


The Vox Wants You... 
To ADVERTISE!!! 


Looking for a way to let all the cool kids know about 
what you have to offer? Look no further! The Vox has 
more-than-reasonable rates and provides advertising 


that actually works. We have studies to prove it. 


Contact your friendly Vox staff today at 
vox @wtul.fm 
today and secure your place in the 
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THE DETONATIONS TEARING DOWN EL MATADOR ON ESPLANADE AVE. (FROM LEFT, JULIEN, JOHN 


The Detonations go 


Rob Bryant 


The Detonations have this whole high energy, 70s garagey 
rock n’roll, poofy haired guitarist, I-want-to-dance-to-your- 
music, solid talent kind of thing going on. They play around 
town all the time and you should see them because they are 
excellent. I got to talk to two members of their trio at Zot’z 
in the Marigny one afternoon a few weeks ago. John Henry 
Kelley plays guitar and sings. Keith Herrera plays drums. 
Julien, with the highly admirable and gravity defying white 
boy fro’, plays the lead guitar, but he wasn't there. We sat in 
the alley outside, and it was very wet and drizzly... 


| HENRY, AND KEITH) 


BOOM! 


Rob: Did you choose the name Detonations because you 
have an explosive sound? 

Keith Herrera: We were talking about this Rezzilos song 
called “Destination Venus,” and then it kinda, I don’t know 
how... but someone was like, “What about calling it the 
Detonations?” That’s how I remember it. We played out the 
first time I think as The Blowups. Is that right? 


John Henry: Yeah. 
Keith: Wait, was it the Stickups or the Blowups? 


John: No. wait, in Memphis, we were the Stickups. 
Rob: Are y’all from Memphis? 
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John: No. 

Rob: Oh... 

John: I’ve lived here almost ten years. 

Rob: Oh yeah, my friend Miles said you’ve been playing 
in bands here forever. How’d you get signed up with 
Quintron and Rhinestone? 

John: I’ve been friends with him for years. Friends and 
neighbors. 

Rob: So y’all must have gotten started playing music 
about the same time. 

John: Yeah, I remember when he didn’t have his drum 
machine or:anything and he was just playing his organ. 

Rob: Are you from here too? 

Keith: I moved here about three years ago to play drums in 
band called The Golden Showers from Berlin. 

Rob: What happened the Golden Showers? 

Keith: They went back to Berlin. 

Rob: How’s Albequerque? I hear they’ve got some good 
street racing going on. 

Keith: I don’t know, it’s a sleepy town, It’s been a while 
since I’ve been back. 

Rob: I feel like there’s a lot more rock bands going on in 
New Orleans these days. 

John: Yeah, there’s more stuff going on. Years ago there used 
to be a definite division between Uptown and Downtown 
bands. 

Rob: How so? 

John: As far as playing together or even hanging out together, 
they never mixed. 

Keith: It was like you’re from the Ninth Ward and you never 


went that way [towards Uptown] and they never came this 
way to play. 

John: But it seems like there’s mixing now. 

Rob: So it was like East Coast/ West Coast? 

John: I don’t know, it was just some weird neighborhood 
thing. It was going on before I moved here. 

Keith: But nowadays its cool. There’s bands like the 
Scrip+s, Original Three, Black Mountain, Fontanelles UK 
who are on that side, and on this side you got Baby Rose, us, 
Quintron, and we’re all kind of playing together now. From 
what I’ve seen from the three years I’ve lived here, this is the 
first kind of cohesive rock scene. 

Rob: Has band been the biggest audience for you guys? 
John: My last band did pretty well. 

Keith: I used to be in this band called the Drags. We put 
records out and toured all over the place. 

Rob: Was that stoner rock? 

Keith: Haha, no it was some garage stuff. 

Rob: Man, it’s pretty wet out here. And rainy... 


And that’s when the conversation went to shit. I can’t believe 
I brought up the weather in an interview. As I continued on I 
asked them about the state of the rock scene in New Orleans, 
their musical influences, and then somehow we started debat- 
ing about the pros and cons of internet file sharing. I need to 
work on my skillz. But off the record they told me about a 
certain place in town where you can buy a certain drink that 
illegally contains a certain drug. Now I’m in the know, 
suckas! 


Now Open in the Faubourg Marigny ? 
@quarian a QR Natural MWarketplace ana Deli 


2801 Dauphine Street in New Orleans 


(504) 943-8884 
MONDAY-SATURDAY 9AM-6PM SUNDAYS 9AM-5PM 


KH 


Now serving all your organic whole food needs from groceries, produce, 
vitamins, detox products, fresh herbs, and so much more... 
And a full service deli serving 12 orignal sandwhiches, salads, 
pastries, and other tasty, healthy snacks 
With LIVE! Wholg Fruit & Vegetable Smoothigs and Juicgs! 
WE HAVE WHEATGRASS! 


Live the good life end keep tt frésh! 


by Blue Boy 
1, Blueboy, sit behind the counter and blue jeans and skirts...We’re all so 

in my store, blue as the bottomless sea. blue here! Make us happy, shop at 
Some seventy-odd go-go boots lie 
prostrate on my shelves after a long, ° . 
arduous delivery. | like to think the P | ni k e 
boots are blue too, waiting to be pur- 
chased. find what to do with the bun- a nda 
dles of mod clothes that just arrived 

with alongside with them? find the 
[coats and jackets of all varieties, what B [ Uu eboy’ S 
will they do? Leather, wool, velvet, t 
vinyl, fake fur, they’re all so blue! I’m 4409 Magazine 
Sinking in sadness from all of these true 899-0402 
vintage pants. ficcessories and purses, 
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Madlib 
Shades of Blue: Madlib Invades Blue Note 
mapue Blue Note Records 

azz purists and hip-hop heads alike might _ 

feel some level of anxiety upon discovering 
that Madlib a.k.a. Otis Jackson Jr. was given 
unfettered access to the vaults of the Blue 
Note label. Purists of America’s only original 
art form might perhaps think that these landmark recordings are sub- 
ject to decay in the hands of a hip-hop producer. Similarly, to a gen- 
eration weaned on rapid verbal assaults and gangster images, a proj- 
ect on a mainstream jazz label might suggest that Madlib has gone a 
little soft. I warn individuals in either camp to leave your precon- 
ceived notions at home, as on this trip Madlib pays homage to his 
jazz predecessors and at the same time innovates the genre we know 
as hip-hop. 

We can look upon this album as containing two types of works. 
The first type samples studio cuts, while the second reinterprets clas- 
sic recordings with new instrumentation. Groups such as the Morgan 
Adams Quartet +2, Yesterdays New Quintet, and the Joe McDuphrey 
Experience are all featured on this album. Strangely enough, the 
credited sessions men, including Morgan Adams III (organ), Joe 
McDuphrey (keys), Ahmad Miller (vibes), Malik Flavors (percus- 
sion), and Monk Hughes (upright bass), are yet to be pictured on an 
album cover or seen together in a live forum. Why? Because they 
don’t really exist—they’re all just incarnations of the multi-talented 
Madlib himself. My own conclusion: Madlib’s got chops, and it is 
during this live instrumentation that Madlib’s talent truly shines. 

As far as the sampling that occurs on Shades of Blue, it is of 
special interest that Madlib didn’t just go crate-diggin’ for this 
album. He works with the original multi-track tapes from Blue Note, 
allowing him to create entirely new mixes, defying the standards. 

We hear such alterations on “Distant Land,” a Donald Byrd tune in 
which Madlib preserves Byrd’s melodic phrasing, but engages the 
bass to the forefront of the recording. Following such reinvention (or 
destruction, depending on who you speak with) Madlib invokes souls 
of past and present. Through archive recordings we hear voices from 
artists such a Horace Silver as well as recent interview splices from 
Lou Donaldson, Reuben Wilson and Melvin Sparks. In fact, it is 
Sparks who fervently encourages Madlib and attests that he is “keep- 
ing the funk alive.” 

Additional highlights from the album include a brooding cover 
of Wayne Shorter’s “Footprints,” a danceable version of Bobby 
Hutcherson’s “Montara,” and the highly diggable “Slim’s Return,” 
based upon a Gene Harris composition. Perhaps the most powerful 
track on the album is Madlib’s return to the Horace Silver classic 
“Song for my Father, which is dedicated to his own father, soul 
singer Otis Jackson Sr. The track also features real Cali jazz man 
James King on flute and Breakestra’s Dan Ubick on guitar. 

Shades of Blue is not a remix album. It is not a compilation of 
breakbeats. It is not another among the rank and file of acid-jazz 
electronica. The album is an aural excursion for seasoned jazz and 
hip-hop listeners who want innovation, but not at the expense of past 
masters. Madlib’s jaunt into the Blue Note catalogue stays true to 
both art forms and invokes sentiment best expressed in the holy 
words of A Tribe Called Quest: “I like jazz, but that doesn’t mean 
that I’m timid / Not really a gangsta rapper, but I can swing 
it for a minute...” 


-Sean Trafficante 
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Echo Base Soundsystem 

Echo Base Soundsystem 

Self-released 

Roe between February and June of 
this year by a five-piece band from 

Austin, Texas who have gigged aplenty and 

honed their sound the past three years, this is 

a vocal-free album, disciplined yet loaded with interest and surprise; 

a heady, clever groove informed mainly by dub soundscapes. Should 

your evening ever be interrupted by a friendly but insistent delega- 

tion calling for what they might call a “Dub Moratorium”, as on 

occasion mine has, then this is the disc to throw on next. They will 

either claim it’s not dub, or get into it, or both. Either way, you win. 

Back in the 1970s, “dub” referred to versions of existing reggae 
and ska songs stripped and altered by any means necessary, led by 
producer/artists such as King Tubby, Lee Perry and Keith Hudson. 
Vocal and instrumental tracks were partly or completely erased, the 
echo was turned up to 11 with smoke blown on the master tapes and 
umpteen other true and mythical shenanigans executed to great and 
sometimes mind-spinning effect. More recently, however, the dub 
version can be the original and only version. The listener doesn’t 
have the wider sound of the “song” to which they unconsciously 
might refer, but when the results are deep and rich enough to stand 
alone, that’s not a problem. Such is the case on this very enjoyable 
disc, which fires the imagination. 

To these ears, this recording sounds like an Ennio Morricone- 
scored spaghetti-western set in space, featuring a rocket cruise liner 
piloted by Augustus Pablo and Ernest Ranglin. Pretty groovy, huh? 
Who gives a hoot when we land?!! It sounds as if Doug Scharin 
navigates the vessel when Augustus needs a smoke break. Oh, and 
when Ernest takes a short nap, Mogwai cut the engines to glide and 
steer temporarily toward their terrain. Hey, we just passed safely 
through the edge of a surf-guitar asteroid belt! Hang on tight, I hear 
a little quasi drum ‘n’ bass cloud ahead! The closest we come to 
landing on Planet Reggae is on the keyboard and synth heavy “ Dem 
Have,” and it’s a pleasant stopover before we take off into the shim- 
mering slow buzz and chime of “Leroi Clinging to Fire,” which 
makes me think of the lonesome craft quitting Earth at the end of “A 
Canticle for Leibowitz,” and of which the aforementioned Scottish 
Gremlin fanciers would be proud. 

Echo Base Soundsystem is driven by real and real-good drum- 
ming that is propulsive and vital. That said, the band employs a spa- 
tial awareness that leaves plenty of room for the guitar stuttering and 
mystic, languid melodica that give the record a narcotic pulse and a 
space-jazz twitch. Both are aided by heavy bass work, which, at the 
risk oof reference overload, mightn’t be out of place on Miles’ Jack 
Johnson, although at around seven minutes a track the workouts here 
are shorter than the likes of “Right Off,” being perhaps more akin 
lengthwise to Can’s rhythmic shots. The choice of what not to play, 
or what to leave out, intrinsic to both the dub aesthetic and Miles’ 
oeuvre, all sounds about right to me. 

When I played “Niko” and “Zentrum” over the air on separate 
Friday mornings there was plenty of listener interest and praise. It’s 


' not hard to imagine a bigger reaction during the dark hours. Soon I 


won’t even need to imagine as the younger set at my house have 
announced their intention to put this disc and Alva’s Slattery for 
Ungdom (which they call Space Cat Opera) on random shuffle in 
order to greet unsuspecting candy beggars during our Halloween 
block party. I can only wonder what an actual collaboration between 
those two bands would be like. If they maintain or improve on this 
standard, the future projects that Echo Base Soundsystem will under- 
take (and the short final track “Dervish” hints at a desire for experi- 
mentation that hopefully may continue to emerge) should be very 
exciting. [ll be along to enjoy the ride. Get on board. 


-Dr. A Messenger 


Bipolaroid 
. Transparent Make-believe 
Self-Released 
: ell, kids, here it is: the long-awaited 
Bipolaroid studio album that took 

almost a year to record and edit. It’s pretty 
safe to say that there isn’t another band in 
New Orleans that sounds like Bipolaroid. While the current trend 
these days seems to be imitating The Bends/OK Computer-era 
Radiohead sound, this band takes a different approach. Bipolaroid, 
led by Ben Glover and Ben Sumner, look even farther back for inspi- 
ration, calling on the powers of Syd Barrett and the Beatles’ Magical 
Mystery Tour. The result is well-crafted psychedelic pop music that 
shows that taking one’s time in recording an album isn’t such a bad 
thing. 

The album starts of with “Farewell and Godspeed,” one of sev- 
eral tracks that Bipolaroid has been perfecting live over the past year 
or more. This tune gets Transparent Make-believe off to an upbeat 
start, with Sumner’s Moog sounds swirling above the band’s distor- 
tion. It’s immediately followed by “King of Cabbages,” which, 
despite the odd subject material, is one of the nicest songs on the 
album. In addition to acoustic guitar, the band’s instrumentation 
includes a string trio that is able to provide some good harmonic sup- 
port while still maintaining a sense of balance and melodic interest. 
Strings also highlight “Insect Religion,” with cello helping to drive 
the song and prevent it from becoming too plodding. 

This fate does befall a few other tracks, and songs like “Old 
Witch” and “Sympathy for the Swine” start to drag, a problem that 
can be hard to avoid with the kind of psychedelic music Bipolaroid 
fashions itself after. These few blemishes, however, are the excep- 
tions that prove the rule, only serving to highlight the quality found 
on the rest of the album. Songs like “Dimension 5” and “Galileo’s 
Son” show that Bipolaroid has the chops both to expand its sound 
out into space, and to pull back almost into a lullaby. The final song 
on the album, entitled “Time Machine,” serves as just that. It starts 
off with some instrumental ambience in the vein of Brian Eno before 
transforming into something that the late-era Beatles could be proud 
of, including an intermediate space-psych jam. 

Unfortunately, Transparent Make-believe may be the only stu- 
dio album that involves Bipolaroid in its current form, as guitarist 
and keyboardist Sumner will soon be leaving the band. But, howev- 
er it was constructed, Bipolaroid has produced a debut album that 
was well worth the wait. 


-Jon Lewallen 


The Books 

The Lemon of Pink 

Tomlab 

i over a year ago, The Books burst onto 
the scene with their remarkable debut 

album, Thought for Food. Now, a mere 16 

months later, they have released a new album 

on Germany’s Tomlab record label that’s just as fresh as the first one 

was, and is perhaps even more enchanting and artful. 

For those of you who aren’t familiar with The Books, I'll give a 
little background. First of all, The Books is made up of two guys, 
Nick Zammuto and Paul de Jung. Zammuto is an accomplished gui- 
tarist from Massachusetts who has released a few obscure albums 
under the name ‘zammuto’, and de Jung is a Dutch-born cellist and 
composer. The two met in a New York City apartment building they 
both happened to be living in, and soon began recording guitar and 
cello, and comparing their collections of interesting and rare records. 

The music they create is all done with a computer, but it cannot 
be merely described as electronic or laptop music. To be honest, it 


can’t really be classified as anything at all, and it was this element of 
genre- bending that won the duo so much acclaim to begin with. 
What can be said about the music is this: there is always a guitar or 
banjo, there is usually a cello or a violin, and there are always sam- 
pled vocal fragments. Other instruments make guest appearances, 
and this album differs from the first by adding original vocals to the 
equation on some tracks, but the equation of guitar, strings, and sam- 
ples is the key to The Books’ unique musical collages. 

The album’s title track leads off the record, featuring a banjo 
picked under gritty female vocals and strings. The third track, 
“tokyo,” is also very solid; staccato-picked guitar and swirling cello 
form the base of the song, with a vocal sample from a Japan Airlines 
flight attendant adding the ‘punchline.’ The seventh track, “there is 
no there,” combines more fast-paced guitar picking and strings with 
vocals and some brilliant stereo panning that brings to mind The 
Microphones, and may qualify as the album’s best. 

The Books have definitely avoided a sophomore slump with 
The Lemon of Pink. This album is as strong or stronger than their 
first, mainly because the flow of the album is so extraordinary. It’s 
not a concept album, but at the same all the tracks form a very cohe- 
sive unit; even the mediocre tracks seem to serve a purpose within 
the work. The Books have created an intriguing soundscape that is 
so creative that no review I can write will do it justice, and that is 
truly a huge tribute to Zammuto and de Jung’s inventiveness in this 
age of duplicating successful musical formulas. 


-Will Yester 


Touch and Go Records 
Iliott Smith is barely in the ground as I 
‘write this, and while saddened, angered, 
and dismayed, followers of the Pacific NW 
music scene can hardly be surprised at the 
news of his suicide. It seemed practically inevitable. Listen to his 
lyrics. The best art always seems to be made in the darkest hours. 

Sam Coomes and Janet Weiss (who also drums for the Sleater- 
Kinney), the duo who make up Quasi, were closely connected to 
Elliott. Sam played briefly in the last days of Heatmiser, and early in 
Quasi’s existence, they opened for, and then backed up Elliott. Their 
music shared many of the same dark themes. Quasi, after all, was 
formed after Sam and Janet’s divorce, when Sam got Janet to drum 
and sing back-up on songs he’d written about their messy break-up. 
Yep, by all accounts, those early shows had an undeniable tension. 

Quasi differs, however, in the response to the slings and arrows. 
If Elliott was Edward Munch, Quasi is Hieronymus Bosch. Life is 
grotesque, love is fleeting, and as much as it all might seem absurd, 
Quasi’s despair is more often tinged with anger. And Hor Shit is 
angry. 

Nearly every song displays Quasi’s displeasure of Pax 
Americana. Sam has written his most direct lyrics ever. Gone are the 
metaphors of robots, monkeys and the devil, and the pain of love 
gets second billing. Hot Shit is a political album. A protest banner 
painted in angry red. Some of the slogans are his usual veiled refer- 
ences: “Dr. Jekyll lied, or was that Mr. Hyde/ Took you for a ride...” 
Others are not so veiled: “Elephant wields the rod, while the donkey 
throws you the bone/ I’d rather have the bone than a beating I sup- 
pose/ Either way, still the dog, still just master and dog...” If you 
didn’t get the message yet, try this: “Newspaper sez we support the 
Prez/ The war on terror, bombs away/ How much is lies and how 
much is just unwise, I can’t say...” 

All culminating in “White Devil’s Dream,” a track that ensures 
himself a file in some secret Homeland Security database, where he 
tells the Bushes (yes, the whole family), Ashcroft, Rumsfeld and 


the vox 25 


Tony Blair to fuck off. Literally. 

Musically there are changes as well. Sam has also been playing 
(in Portland, at least) as the Blues Goblins, a solo excursion that has 
Sam reworking old blues songs, getting back to the delta roots. The 
neo-classical bastard son of Lon Chaney in a 60s garage band key- 
boards take a backseat. Now there’s an emphasis on guitar, a 
National Steel, stretched, bent and at times sounding like it’s being 
played with a knife. The delta has changed the way Sam sings as 
well. He sings high, stretching his range, making each lyric less sar- 
donic and removed, instead imbued with more passion and immedia- 
cy than we used to feel from the old Quasi. 

Not that this is an attempt at White Stripes bandwagon-jump- 
ing. Hor Shit is still a Quasi album, albeit with a wider palette. From 
the orchestral stings opening the album, soon engulfed by 
Snakefinger guitars and Residents-esque backing vocals from Janet, 
to the Led Zep middle eastern blues break in “Master And Dog,” the 
gospel intro of “Good Times,” and the ending sweet “Lullaby, Pt. 2,” 
there’s not a clinker in the bunch. No two minutes of bird songs here. 
I think that the “rain ‘of bombs like hail” scared Quasi away. 


-Dave Roos 


Coheed and Cambria 
In Keeping Secrets of Silent Earth: 3 
Equal Vision Records 
| Pty is not a crime, and you are not 
‘above this record. In Keeping Secrets of 
Silent Earth: 3, the sophomore release from 
the group Coheed and Cambria, is solid and 
driving from start to the well-earned finish. Trying to categorize this 
band is like your older brother spinning you around until your going 
to ralph while some punk-ass has taken the paper donkey off the 
wall. This record, put out by Equal Vision Records, reminds all us 
college-radio types that ‘it is now safe to rock again. 

Many a review has triéd—< front man 
Claudio Sanchez’s voice. Here is my feeble attempt: think Alvin 
(yes, of the Chipmunks). Now give him Mariah Carey’s range, and 
have him own two raw guitars and a driving rhythm section for an 
unyielding 70-plus minutes. Coheed’s music, however you may 
describe it, is smart. But not foo smart. 

This album is a dynamic mix of rock so raw it'll make you 
want to run to church and more upbeat, post-punk style grooves with 
head-owning hooks. The title track begins quietly, easing into the 
music that invites you to “man your own jackhammer/man your bat- 
tle stations.” The record picks up speed in the middle and rocks com- 
fortably into more up-beat, drive-fast-in-your-not-fast-car numbers, 
The noteworthy fourth track, “Three Evils,” ends with an anthem- 
worthy round of one line, “pull the trigger and the nightmare stops,” 
sung so brightly that you might find yourself scaring your roommate 
later that day. The record moves through tone and sounds like a good 
read, with a structure so deliberate it almost plays like a soundtrack 
to your rock-worthy life story. 

This structure actually functions as more than proof of musical 
literacy for this group. This release is merely part three of a quadrilo- 
gy of records from the group that forms the ongoing story of two fic- 
tional characters, Coheed and Cambria, and there are plans to eventu- 
ally translate the series into graphic novels. The grander scheme of 
this record makes the rock accessible without dumbing it down. 

So give in. Admit you want to rock and give this record a lis- 
ten. And if you get a chance, check these songs out live; Sanchez’s 
hair is as unforgettable as his voice is, and I don’t mean in the 
Twisted Sister way. 


-Lynn Kelly 
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+ Tim Berne 
The Sublime and Science Friction 
4 Thirsty Ear Records 
im Berne’s latest release on the Thirsty 
Ear label, a double-disc entitled The 
Sublime and Science Friction, adds a signifi- 
- cant new chapter to the story of one of the 
most interesting free »!4yers America has pro- 
duced. Anyone familiar with Berne’s outnut over the last ten years or 
so (though that is perhaps too tall an order) will certainly not be dis- 
appointed by this latest release, as Berne and his crew, as always, 
express an enthusiasm associated more with rock than with most out 


jazz— check out “Van Gundys’s Retreat” on the first disc for proof. 


Not that the music doesn’t communicate a certain seriousness of pur- 
pose; rather, it is that performance is a high wire act, and this record- 
ing, like most of his recent recordings, is live. However, there is a 
wild, muscular, and edgy quality to the music that can sometimes 
obscure the superlative musicianship and Berne’s considerable com- 
positional skills, as seen on “Jalepeno Diplomacy/Traction” on the 
second disc. This is music rooted in very accessible, almost-popular 
grooves and riffs, themes that pull the listener into the magic and 
intensity of improvisation, 

Drummer Tom Rajney.and French guitar wonder Mare Ducret 
have been with Berne sense at least 1990, while the most recent addi- 
tion to the collective, Craig Taborn on keyboards and electronics, a 
member since, 2001’s The Shell Game, manages to really blend in 
seamlessly, adding a complexity and richness: a kind of connective 


weave to the already outstanding intuitive rapport this collective has . 


with each other, Berne has always had an outstanding touch as far as 
arranging, layering his compositions and the soloists improvisations 
in order to communicate both passion, fun and the thrill of creation. 
He has in the past few years increasingly foregrounded his soloists 
(check out the composition “Mrs. Subliminal/Clownfingers”) and 
continues to develop the legacy of his mentor Julius Hemphill—the 
brilliant arranger of the World Saxophone Quartet who passed away 
several years ago—a man the self-taught saxophonist sought out as a 
teacher in the beginning of his carrier. 

If possible, the listener should check out some of his other 
works, such as Science Friction, The Sevens (as part of the saxo- 
phone group the ARTE Quartet), and Open, Coma (which features a 
large ensemble of Scandinavian players performing his composi- 
tions) as well as The Sublime and Science Friction in order to con- 
trast this very complex and intricate direction he’ has taken, with some 
of his earlier modal jazz highpoints, such as Unwound, a three-disc 
set released on his on the Screwgun label, and the three Paris 
Concert releases on the JMT label. The new sound is never dull and 
now seems to be developing a still-uncompromising maturity and, at 
certain moments, a melancholy beauty, as seen on the track 
“Smallfry.” In short, get your hands on a copy of The Sublime and 
Science Friction; it’s very. well \ikao it. 


-Rodney Bickham 


The Shins 
Chutes Too Narrow 
Sub Pop Records 


want to get this out of the way right now - 
this ain’t your grandpa’s Shins. With a big- 
ger budget, fuller instrumentation, and move 
CveeiBbnis everyone’s favorite pop band of 2001 returns to the 
scene flaunting a brand new album of ten fully realized songs. 
And these songs are good, no doubt. Chutes Too Narrow opens 
with “Kissing the Lipless,” a rocker of some sorts with almost 


: 
| 


shoegazer-esque distortion and a fuzzy vocal chorus; the song ends 
with keyboard/xylophones and twanging guitar not previously found 
on Oh, Inverted World! In fact, this twanging guitar seems to be a 
theme throughout the album—tittle clean guitar lines that reflect the 
vocal melodies are abound. The next song, “Mine’s Not a High 
Horse,” moves at an, er, galloping pace with quickly strummed 
acoustic guitar, keyboard scales, slide guitar, and some persistent 
drumming reminiscent of a dance beat complete with 16th notes on 
the high hat. “So Says I” is the first single off the album and has 
overdriven minor chord strum/picking with a catchy little fuzzed out 
vocal melody between chorus and verse. The song cleans up in the 
middle and offers some harmonizing along with clean organ sounds. 
The next cut, “Young Pilgrims,” is a bit of an acoustic ballad similar 
to the classic “New Slang” but never quite reaching its emotional 
effect or beauty. Moving along, “St. Simon,” is my favorite song of 
the album—it has minor chord downstroke guitar on the verse along 
with some more xylophone, but when the wailing ghost sound seg- 
way leads into the orchestrated refrain, you’ 1] be hooked forever. 
“Fighting in a Sack” is a short song reminiscent of upbeat Olivia 
Tremor Control but without the darkness or mystery. “Pink Bullets” 
is also along the lines of “Young Pilgrims” but with harmonica and 
picked guitar over the basic acoustic chord structure; the song runs a 
bit long despite its strong refrain, but one of its verses holds the line 
which gives the album its name. My least favorite song on the disc, 
“Turn a Square,” has some rather inane lyrics put over a weak rocka- 
billy-esque repetitive riff. The refrain is strong as usual, but the 
verse is dull. The next track, “A Call to Apathy,” is the Shins-gone- 
country, with heavy slide guitar and an old fashioned western beat. 
The last song on Chutes Too Narrow, “Those to Come,” ends on a 
somber note with acoustic guitar picking and a rumbling thunder- 
esque drumming reminiscent of the excellent Loose Fur piece 
“Chinese Apple.” Keyboard melodies enter during the middle but 


fall silent near the end, letting the acoustic guitar and rumbling thun- 
der ease the album to a close. 

So the songs are well written and perfectly put together. But 
somehow things are just too bright—I find it difficult to put a finger 
on, but even the band seems to realize how almost cartoony their 
songs have become by making the album cover a strange landscape 
of overly colorful cutout figures. Where is the mystery? When I 
first heard Oh, Inverted World!, i thought I had stumbled onto an 
amazing band from years gone by who had, until that point, been 
neglected by everyone. The lo-fi, almost-live recording quality, the 
presence of only a few constant but interesting instruments on every 
track, and the dark, heavily reverbed, almost eerie pop songs of the 
first album reminded me of some long-lost 80s indie band. Hell, 
even their videos even look at least fifteen years old! When, to my 
surprise, I found out the band was actually brand new, Oh, Inverted 
World! quickly became my favorite CD of 2001, and it came from 
virtually nowhere. .Though Chutes Too Narrow has been unbeliey- 
ably critically acclaimed, I find the album to be too high budget, too 
orchestrated, and too upbeat to satisfy my Shins cravings. What is 
this new dance oriented drumming I hear? And where the hell is that 
cool, slightly muddy keyboard tone all over Oh, Inverted World!? 

Even with all the money and studio time in the world, the band 
never manages to touch the incredible basslines and keyboard 
swirlings of “Caring is Creepy,” the soaring vocal harmonies and 
poetic lyrics of “New Slang,” or the mandolin-esque guitar-ambience 
of “Weird Divide.” Still though, Chutes Too Narrow is quite intérest- 
ing; James Mercer still has a wonderful voice, his songwriting skills 
are often impeccable, and, if you pretend the first album never exist- 
ed, this work is immensely enjoyable. 


-Erik Person 
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Unsane 
Lambhouse 
Relapse 


Unsane have been flaunting their high-caffeine, hip- 
shaking sludge rock: for. many years now. Unsane’s 
angry— but not too-angry— vocals half-screamed 
through a half-megaphoné sit atop some high quality 
guitars, bass, and drums- Some of these cuts have a 
very rhythmic side‘that‘make you wanna groove, which 
is not often said about-bands that fall under the ‘loud 
rock’ blanket. All in all,-there is just something about 
this career-spanning. collection that really comes togeth- 
er. Yet, on second thought, you’re probably too lame 
for this album. ‘ 


Rachel’s 
Systems/Layers. . 
Quarterstick Records 


Nothing is quite like the first listen to a beautiful, 
melodic post-rock record,.and this album reminds us 
why. The mournful, thoughtful, and evocative string 
arrangements are superbly done on Systems/Layers, 
augmented by both samples and traditional rock struc- 
ture. Quite a majestic release, especially in its juxtapo- 
sition with the tension-laden Full On Night album they 
put out with Matmos a few years back. 


The Broke Revue 
Oldtime-Futureshock 
Smart Guy Records 


Oldtime-Futureshock combines the raw rawk of wild 
Billy Childish and his Headcoats with the ragged blues 
of Charley Patton and moves in next door to the 
Oblivians in Memphissippi. This is the real hot shit— 
stripped-down blooze-punk with vocal somewhat akin 
to Wilko Johnson or Roger Chapman. Bitterness, 
scorn, rage, and dirt are all up in this fine release. 
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Charalambides 
Unknown Spin 
Kranky 


With the re-release of Unknown Spin on Kranky, 
Charalambides might soon be getting the acknowledge- 
ment they deserve. This Houston-based group have 
been composing minimalist, droney, and psychedelic 
American primitive compositions since 1991, and the 
four cuts that make up this album—including the sedat- 
ing 30-minute opening cut—show these luminescent 
improvisers in full effect. 


U.S. Maple 
Purple on Time 
Drag City 


Chicago’s U.S. Maple plays the mellowest punk-meets- 
post rock out there at the present time. Their fairly 
unpredictable sound is capable of challenging the lis- 
tener, occasionally to the point of discomfort. Any yet, ° 
throughout the record, there is beauty among the chaos. 
Sadly, however, a totally unnecessary Dylan cover 
appears, but we can forgive that small transgression. 


Themselves 
The No Music of Aiff’s 
Anticon 


Themselves = 2 guys from Anticon: Dose One (Adam 
Drucker) and Jel (Jeffrey Logan). Anticon is the 
Oakland-based collective making some of the most cru- 
cial and vital ‘next shit’ sounds of cut-up, ‘out’ hip hop. 
Their use of silence, space, and beats is a revelation, 
and here the boys get the remix treatment from who’s 
who of their peeps: Keith Fullerton Whitman (a.k.a. 
Hrvatski), Hood, Fog, Why?, John Herndon from 
Tortoise, The Notwist, Mike Martinez (a.k.a. Electric 
Birds), Odd Nosdam, and more... 


The Band of Blanchy Ranchette 
Still Lookin’ Good To Me 
Thrill Jockey 


The Band of Blanchy Ranchette is the brainchild of the 
talented ex-Giant Sand frontman Howe Gelb, and fea- 
tures a varied and noteworthy cast of characters: Neko 
Case, M. Ward, Cat Power, and Richard Buckner, just 
to name a few. Another excellent desert-scorched 
release by Gelb, whose view of the West is a tad more 
introspective and philosophical than, say, Calexico. 
But hey, that’s a win-win situation... 


Happy DJ of the Month... 
Your DJ Darleen!! 


f everyone in the world was as happy as 
Your DJ Darleen, all the black holes of 
the universe would become giant 
Creamsicles and Stephen Hawking 
would be the coolest metrosexual in town. 
And if everyone’s handwriting was as gleeful 
and bubbly as Darleen’s, Michael Crichton 
would be hailed as the Marquis de Sade of his 
time. She’s just that happy... and she’s not 
too shabby lookin’ either! She knows it, too, 
and that’s why she sports her “Makeout 
Bandit” shirt all around town. Oh, Darleen, 
we love you so. And you want to know how 
_ this award made Darleen feel? She summed it 
up in one word: “Happy!” Check her out as a 
backup booty-dancer in the latest Jay-Z video 
or kickin’ it pop-punk style every Tuesday on 
WTUL from noon till 2. 


DJ Question of the Month: 


My happiest moment: the moment this pounding headache 
went away, so that I could go back to listening to the voices 
in my head. 

- Bobb X. Ha 

Monday 4-6 am. 


When I gave birth to my beautiful daughter DJ Pretty. 
- DJ Abortion 
Saturday 12-2 am. 


My happiest moment is a build-up of many great happy 
moments, leading me to believe that there are infinite happy 
moments yet to happen, and knowing this makes this the hap- 
piest moment of my life....so far! 

- Scott G. Smith 

Sunday 6-8 am. 


I won a two-week wine tasting tour through Italy. I’m pretty 
sure that was my happiest moment. 

- Bronwen 

Friday 2-4 am. 


What 
was your single Happiest Moment? 


Eating pancakes. 
- Erik Person 
Monday 4-6 pm. 


I was so happy one night when I found these bright emeralds 
out of the sky. I said to myself, “I am a rich woman,” but 
when I woke up the next morning all I had in my shirt pocket 
were some dead fireflies. 
- Myrna Enamorado 
Friday 4-6 pm. 


j 


The day I learned to ride my bike! No training wheels, no 
one hold on to the back. I just whizzed by, and I still do. 
- Liz Singreen 

Wednesday 12-2 pm. 


That time I said that really witty comment.’ Everyone wanted 
to be my friend. 

- Nick Lynton 

Monday 10-noon. 
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[LIIVVRSSNN}J]]J, The Dirty Projectors, 
Reception is Suspected, Y.A.C.H.T., Bobby Birdman 


Saturday, November sth 
The Mermaid Lounge 


If the Vox has come out on the date planned, you’re in luck, cause there’s 
still time to catch this show. If not, well, you're fucked, and maybe it’s 
high time you realize that the Vox can’t take care of everything for you. 
Regardless, the highlight of this exciting batch of lesser-know K Records 
acts might prove to be [[[[VVRSSNN]]]] (pronounced “version”), the 
most recent incarnation of Adam Forkner, who is perhaps best-known for 
his role in the group Yume Bitsu. Adam believes in psychic love vibes 
and pepperoni pizzas and wouldn’t dare fuck around with you about this, 
cause he’ll be way too busy fucking around with his laptop, his pedals, his 
guitar, and his drum machine. 


Broadcast, Manitoba 


Thursday, November 13th 
The Parish Room 


Their band name sucks, but they’re from England, so we forgive them. 
Their beautiful, atmospheric, space-age pop is genius, and they’re from 
England, so we love them. Broadcast is so much, much better than you 
know, and their trip to New Orleans is definitely a special visit. And it'll 
probably be their last. Because you probably won’t show up. And then 
they won’t ever want to come here again. Way to go. It must be fun ruin- 
ing things for everyone. 


Soul Asylum 


Monday, November 17th 
D.B.A. 


We all know that Dave Pirner has been rock-starring it out around town 
for a while now, but I was truly shocked when I saw that his band—the 
80s Twin/Tone rockers turned 90s post-grunge corporate uberstars—were 
getting back together to play this gig. And now I can stop thinking of that 
video for “Runaway Train.” Jesus, was that depressing or what? 


Captured! By Robots w/ MC Tracheotomy & Quintron 


Wednesday, November 19th 
The Dixie Tavern 


Jason Vance’s life must be extraordinarily difficult and painful. Years ago, 
he was taken captive by a band (literally) of robots, and, after being, 
renamed JBOT, has spent his life until now making robo-rock/metal with 
the bots, occasionally being forced to tour (but always secured to the stage 
by chains to prevent any chance of escape). And, yes, the robots really do 
play their own instruments. This go round, JBOT et al will be performing 
musical interpretations of selections from Cecil B. DeMille’s classic 1956 
film, The Ten Commandments, with each robot playing the actor who 
played the biblical character in the movie. Hell yes. With MC 
Tracheotomy and Quintron on board, the evening looks even better... 


The Woggles 


Wednesday, November 19th 
The Circle Bar 


The Woggles play rock ‘n’ roll with a vengeance. They’re better that any 
other retro-rockers making music these days, and that’s probably why 
you’ ve never heard of them. Their latest release, Ragged But Right, on 
Telstar Records finds The Professor, Monty, Dan Electro, and Buzz 
“Bomb” Hagstrom in top form, and they’re explosive live show surely 
will get the Circle Bar hopping. 


Aesop Rock, Mr. Lif, C-Ray Waltz, DJ Fakts One 


Friday, November 215¢ 
UC Quad, Tulane University Campus (early show—4 
PM) 


What’s this? A cool show on the Tulane University campus? Isn’t that 
portion of our tuition dollars supposed to be spent on bringing bands like 
O.A.R and Live our way? For now, anyway ,we’re in_luck, as both stu- 
dents and townsmen alike get a chance to hear two-of the finest hip-hop 
artists around without paying a dime. Expect Aesop’Rock to deliver his 
rhymes in a rapid yet understandable flow, filled with brilliantly inventive 
wordplay and staggeringly well-timed interjections, as showcased on his 
recent Bazooka Tooth release. Mr. Lif will bring his b-boy playfulness 
juxtaposed with a political consciousness a la Public Enemy. Propelled 
over subtle minimalist beats and sonic collages,-his music definitely has a 
freshness that is hard to come by these days. Do we Sourid smart or what? 
College equals knowledge, oh yeah! : 


Big Sandy & His Fly Right Boys 


Saturday, November 2294 
Rock ‘n’ Bowl 


If you were already in the Rockabilly Hall of Fame, you’d probably put 
“Big” in front of your name too. Big Sandy & His.Fly Right Boys, hail- 
ing from Southern California, play rockabilly the way its supposed to be 
done, but aren’t afraid to throw Western Swing, bluegrass, Cajun, and 
mariachi influences into the mix as well. These*guys got style, and they’Il 
either leave you dancing or crying in your beer. Or maybe you'll just be 
bowling. 

Pansy Division, Sally Stitches, Dana & Sara, many 
more... 


Sunday, November 23¢4 
Mama’s Blues (early show—7 PM) 


It’s kinda hard to really be punk rock these days. ‘Afterall, going by the 
definition of punk rock, people shouldn’t like you just because of your 
punk-rock lifestyle. But if you go the mall or tur of the television these 
days, you'll see that being “punk” has actually been embraced by the 
masses! So what to do? Well, being gay wouldn’t-hurt your puck rock 
Status, as it’s probably the most punk rock thing you-can do these days: 
lots of people won’t like you, and you'll probably get the prerequisite ass- 
kickings by all the cool kids. So even if you don’t officially come out at 
the Pansy Divison show, you can still grab that fifteen-year-old boys’ ass 
and look the part as these champs of queercore plays such classic numbers 
as “James Bondage,” “The Cocksucker Club,” and “Bill and Ted’s 
Homosexual Adventure.” 


Thanksgiving Dinner 


Thursday, November 27th 
Your Dining Room 


Mmmmm, sounds tasty. Can you pass the cranberry sauce? 


And just in case the December issue of the Vox comes out a few days 
late... 


American Analog Set, The Album Leaf 
Thursday, December 4th 
The Mermaid Lounge 


Just go to this show, OK? We'll see you next month... 
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